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Sh
oke up with the first sounds of morning. The gate clinked next door
Me ieilly left for the post office.Buses moaned up and down the street,
as r. passengers in and out of town . Schoolchildren giggled in groups as
~ in~ssed her bedroom window . The milkman stopped outside her door
replaced the empty bottles with full ones .
0 Maeve forced herself into sitting position. She had too much to do to
spend the day in bed. She reached inside her shapeless nightdress and
pulled out her rosary beads. She said the rosary once, crossed herself,
s lfted her legs onto the floor, stepped into faded rose-colored slippers
and podded downstairs to the kitchen .
The day was damp and cold. Maeve lifted her sweater from the back of
he kitchen chair and wrapped it warmly around her. She filled the kettle
,th water, set it on the burner, and waited patiently for the familiar sound
of the boil. Then she took a pen and paper from the drawer beside the
stnk. poured herself a cup of tea and sat down at the table. In careful,
elegant script she wrote. "stool " "broom handle" .
Maeve climbed up the stairs to her bedroom. She dressed herself In a
arm sweater. wool skirt, and sturdy brown shoes. Then she slid her hand
between the box spring and the mattress of the bed and took out a yellow
and white flog with a cross in the middle of it. The colors were more
gorgeous than ever! And the cloth was free of wrinkles! The weight of the
mattress had kept her flag in perfect shape. She spread the flag on the
bed and measured, with her index finger against her thumb, the size of the
opening. She'd have to be sure to find the right broomhandle. A thick one
ould be useless and if she bought one too thin. well, the flag would slip
and fall into the muddy garden below her window. She slid the flag back
Into Its hiding place and went down the stairs. She stopped at the front
door, took her raincoat off a hook, pulled the belt tight against her waist,
and secured a scarf over her head and ears.
Maeve trotted down the lane to the bus-stop. She felt years younger! The
Pope coming to Ireland! If only her husband was alive now. Not that he
ad been a church going man himself. But this would have changed him.
Even he would have left his pint on the bar for a chance to see the Pope.
aeve leaned into the street to wave down the oncoming bus . She stepped through the doors and the conductor yelled. " room in the back, step
to the back please."
"Maeve," a woman in the first seat was waving to her.
Maeve squinted. "Well Mrs. Breen ." Maeve sat down and the water from
ends of her raincoat dripped onto her shoes.
Have you heard the news?"
• i:ve ~odded knowingly, "The Pope."
ent t · no Mrs. Breen tilted her head to Maeve's. "Old Mr ... the one that
Qht ~.~ass everyday. Regular as clockwork he was. Died in his sleep last
ag ne i;_.? an angel the doctor says. His wife's dead now, thirty years. Im-
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Mrs. Breen droned on and Maeve checked each stop as she c
closer to her destiny. Baggot Street, Grafton Street, Dawson Street.
" Ninety-eight years old he was. Some say the oldest man in all of
nybrook,"
"O'Connell Street." the conductor yelled .
Maeve stood up and sa id good-bye. Mrs. Breen was already flag
down another woman .
Maeve stood at the curb . Henry Street or Talbot Street? She coul
decide. Maybe she should have tried Weir's Hardward on Baggot Str
She tottered on the balls of her feet in indecision. A gloved hand grip
her elbow.
" Maeve!"
"Mary Reilly, what brings you into town?"
" What brings you to town with the ra in the way it is? You should h
your knees up against the fire ."
" A miserable day so it is, but," Maeve pressed her mouth to the ea
the other woman , "I've come to buy a pole for the flag, and a stool."
"Ah," the younger woman nodded. " A stool?"
"For the Mass. I want one of those collapsable types, like the one
lady on Angeisee Road sits on in her front garden ."
" Ah, try Roche's Stores then. " The women nodded their good-byes a
Maeve moved into the hustle of Henry Street.
The peddlers were out undaunted by the ra in, selling fruits a
vegetables . Auctioneers beckoned outsiders from the darkness of th
small shops . Young children wrapped in rags sat on the curb, playing
whistles and begging for money. Women nudged her trying to pu
ahead . Umbrellas bobbed up and down aga inst the rain . Maeve wad
through puddles and litter, stopping once or twice to look into a shop wl
dow.
Maeve turned into Roche's and waved down the first assistant that s
saw . " Have you got any broomhandles?"
The man rolled a hard candy from one side of his cheek to the oth
" This way lady." He looker her over. 'I suppose it's for a flag ."
Maeve said yes, breathless.
" You 'll want this size."
Maeve checked the handle against her own measurements. The ma
watched her impatiently, " I'm telling you lady."
Maeve pickup up the handle. " Have you got any stools?"
"No stools."
" No stools?" she was tired anyhow. And she wouldn't be able to carry
both the handle and the stool. "This'll do then ."
Maeve wound her way towards the bus-stop, clutching her pu rse to her
chest, afraid that the itinerent children would try to take her money. The
pole wobbled unsteadily in her arm . A familiar blue car stopped in front of
her on O'Connell Stret.
"Auntie Maeve! I'll Qive you a lift."

22

Her nephew. And a young pup he was. Well, it would only be right to
tal<e the lift.
"What have you got there Auntie Maeve?"
"A pole."
" A pole! " A grin spread across his face.
Young pup. " For my flag ."
"Your flag?"
"For the Pope! My Pope flag! It's gorgeous so it is, yellow and white!"
"You going home?"
"I am." Maeve griped the pole between her knees .
"The best to your mother." Maeve climbed out of the car.
She stood outside of her house and looked at the bedroom window . The
flag would look lovely there .
Maeve let herself inside and went straight to the kitchen . She filled the
kettle with water and set it on the burner. Then she climbed the stairs and
headed to her bedroom . She lifted up the mattress and took the flag from
underneath. Gently she slid the flag onto the handle. Perfect! She opened
the window a crack and hung her flag, jarring the pole between the window and the slll. Maeve ran down the stairs and out the door and stood in
the garden. The flag looked beautiful! And the rain made the colors even
brighter! She clapper her hands in excitement.
Maeve went back into the house, shut the door and took off her wraps.
She could hear the whistling of the kettle. She walked into the kitchen and
made herself a cup of tea. She sat down at the table, picked up the pencil
and crossed out "broomhandle."
by Kathy Desmond
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